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Once Too Much Is Twice As Nice 


Author's Notes: 
*There's a good bit of both het and slash here. 


| am most definitely overdressed. All of the girls in the front row with me are wearing skimpy bottoms and 


even skimpier tops, showing off as much skin as possible. | feel way too clothed in my jeans and Led Zeppelin 


shirt. 
Overdressed or not, though, I'm having fun. Groupies in bikini tops aren't about to ruin my night. 
"Thank you!" Joe shouts into the audience. "And goodnight!" 


The band trails offstage and the lights go up. | wonder where the bathrooms are. The drive home is pretty 


substantial, and | am not about to go four hours needing to pee. No way. 


| slip down a side hall, but it's dark, and | make several turns before realizing l'm hopelessly lost. 


"Shit." | mutter. I'm not even supposed to be here. Sure, l'm eighteen years old, but I'm still in high school and 
still living under my parents’ roof. Mom told me in no uncertain terms that | was not under any circumstances 
allowed to see this concert. It would "ruin my innocence," she said. As if. It's just music, not an orgy or a 
satanic ritual. 


"Oi, mate!" 


| turn around and find myself face to face with Phil Collen and Steve Clark, arms around each other and big 


grins on their faces. 

"Ya lookin’ for us?" The taller of the two inquires. "The..the..the..” 

"Terror Twins!" The shorter one finishes, giggling. 

"l'm just looking for the restroom" | say nervously. Oh my god. 

Phil laughs. 

"Dunno where that is, but you could come back with us." 

"To the hotel" Steve clarifies. 

"For a good time." Phil steps closer, close enough that | can feel his hot breath on my face. 
I'm not sleeping with you. Now if you'll excuse me, | need to get going." 

"Wait!" Steve steps in front of me. "We didn't mean it like that. We can.uh..smoke some pot or somethin." 
"No way. | need to get home." 

"Pleeeeease?" Phil whines. "Steeeveee, l'm all randy. Let's go find another groupie who'll put out" 
"No." Steve says stubbornly. "What's your name, love?" 


‘Guys, | really need to get home" | say. Steve pouts, and | find that | can't refuse a man who can look so 


angelic yet so sinful at the same time. | sigh and give them my name. 
"Come with us, babe." 
| hesitate. Could this be a bad idea? Yes. Could | enjoy it? Yes. 


"Fine." 


"Yeah! C'mon, babe." Phil takes my hand, and, still clinging to Steve, drags me down the hallway. 
What have | gotten myself into? 


EK 


Steve is kissing me. Steve is kissing me, and somehow in the urgency of it all, the three of us have lost all of 


our clothes. 

"Wanna feel you." Steve says, voice rough and husky. "Phil, get me a condom 

‘I'm on birth control." 

"Nevermind" 

l'm underneath him, his long, slim body moving sinfully as he pushes in. He moans, low and dirty. 
"Oh, fuck." 

He's big. Really big. l'm not a virgin, but I'm not terribly experienced in this area, either. 


Phil moans in appreciation, watching from the other bed. He's lazily stroking his own cock. He isn't as big as 


Steve, but still bigger than any guy I've ever been with. Maybe it's a British thing. 

| wonder if he's just gonna watch, or will he join in later? 

"God, babe, so tight" 

Watching Steve and hearing his noises is almost better than feeling him. His beautiful blue eyes flutter open 
and closed, and his golden hair shines under the faint moonlight trickling in from outside. Little open mouthed 
gasps escape his lips as he gives his all to me. 

"Steve, oh, steve!" 

| close my eyes as he makes a love bite on my neck Its gonna be fun explaining that to Mom tomorrow.. 
Suddenly, Steve lets out a choked off cry and gives an especially deep and erratic thrust, followed by a moan 
that could only be described as pornographic. | see Phil over Steve's shoulder, wearing his guitar solo face and 


moving against Steve. 


And then | realize it. 


Phil's fucking Steve while Steve fucks me. 


They get into a rhythm quickly, and I'm sure I'm not the first girl they've done this with. | don't care, at this 
point. Steve turns his head and Phil kisses him sloppily, mostly missing and getting the corner of his mouth. 


Steve moans, and | realize how intense it must be for him, getting railed from behind and fucking me in front. | 


pull him down to me and kiss his chest, licking his nipples and enjoying the choked gasps | get in response. 

"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" He groans. "Please, I'm so close, please!" 

Phil grabs a handful of Steve's hair and pulls, sending him over the edge. He pulls out and comes on my chest, 
crying out, and his open mouthed expression of pure ecstasy makes me come too. Phil's gasping, fucking Steve 
through it until he finds his release too. Then, he leans down and licks Steve's come off of me. 


"Jesus." | say once I've come back down. "Jesus." 


"Yeah, we need Jesus, that's right” Phil says, and kisses me. | can taste Steve's come, and it should be gross, 


but its not. 

Steve lights a cigarette and leans back against the pillows. 

Silence. 

EK 

"So." Phil says, about half an hour having passed since..that. "You up for a round two?" 
‘I'm really sorry, but I'm worn out. | don't think so." Round two? Jesus christ. 


“Salright. You can watch." Steve smirks and kisses Phil, open mouthed and dirty. | can see their tongues sliding 
in and out as they gasp and moan and grind against each other. 


"Hands and knees" Steve commands, smacking Phil's ass. The shorter guitarist looks at him 
"Cuffs?" 

"You want tem?" 

"Yeah. Need you to make me your bitch 

"Get ‘em 


Phil extracts a pair of handcuffs from his suitcase and Steve takes them, cuffing Phil's wrists behind his back. 


He grabs Phil's arm, drags him over to the sofa, and bends him over. 
Steve spits on his fingers. 


"Fuck, ready for my big cock already." Steve snarls. Phil moans as Steve fingers his ass. "You dirty little 


whore." 
He was a lot nicer to me than he is to his co-lead. 
"God, Steve, just fuck me!" 


Steve lines himself up and shoves in roughly, grabbing the chain between the cuffs and making Phil arch his 
back. 


"Shit, fuck, oh god, yeah!" 

Its erotic as hell, watching it all go down. I'd always pegged them-Def Leppard-to be straight, but this proves 
otherwise. They aren't sharing me anymore. This is them, Steve and Phil, the Terror Twins, two men. It's dirty 
and lewd, and they both look like they're enjoying the filthy fuck out of it. 

Steve yanks at Phil's hair, causing him to jerk and moan. 

"You like that? You're such a freak. God, Phill” 

"Harder! Like a man, Steve! Is that all you got?" 

"Fl show you what | got" Steve grits out, and speeds up his pace, his hips slapping brutally against Phil's ass. 
"Oh, Steve, fuck, so good, right there!" 

"You're such a slut, y'know that?" 

Phil moans long and low when Steve reaches around and starts jerking him off. 

"You belong to me, you know that?" Steve hisses roughly. 


"Yeah! Oh, god, Steve, I'm coming, oh fuck, Steeeeeeeveeeel” 


Steve keeps pounding into him mercilessly, and | can tell he's reveling in the cries and whimpers that Phil 


makes. 


"Please..Oh, god..." 


"So close...” 


Steve comes with a yell, buried deep inside his best friend. He quickly uncuffs Phil's hands and they fall into 


each other, hands everywhere, making out on the gross hotel sofa 
"| love you." Steve says softly, and | think they're so lost in each other that they've forgotten I'm here. 
"Love you too." 


Phil buries his face in Steve's chest, the younger guitarist stroking his hair and murmuring sweet words to 
him. 


| take the opportunity to get dressed and fix my hair in the mirror, then slip out of the room, leaving the two 


guitarists wrapped up in each other. 


As | walk down the hall, | think about what | just witnessed. They didn't tell me to keep it quiet, but | will. What 
they do with each other is their business, not the world's. 


| hope they have the chance to grow old together, and maybe one day be able to share their love for each 
other with the world 


